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A TRIFLE aA* THE Republican reorganiza- 
TOO LATE tion dinner, held at the 


Waldorf, President Tarr sounded 
a clarion call. “Let us buckle 
on our armor again for the battle of humanity 
and the common people that must be fought,” 
said he. Mr, ‘Tarr’s own personal armor will 
not be buckled on again in an official sense, but 
it seems pertinent to say with reference to “the 
battle for humanity and the common people” 
that the chief reason for the Republican organi- 
zation’s demoralized state and overwhelming 
defeat was its forgetfulness of 
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@artoons and Comments 


nomic truth of to-day may often prove.to have 
been the demagogi¢ promise of , yesterday. 
Instances of this would not be difficult to find, 
but one example will suffice. Could any 
promise have been more “demagogic” than 
that which “agitated” the issue of freedom for 
slaves? Are any of the so-called political 
demagogues of to-day denounced as bitterly 
as were the few men of seventy years ago 
who preached that one human being had no 
right to own another? We think not. - News- 
papers denounced them; so did “all good citi- 
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zens ;” so did the courts; so did the Church. 
Nobody is a demagogue nowadays, however, 
because he thinks that personal slavery is wrong. 
He does n’t have to be courageous to say so in 
public either. In other words, through popular 
awakening and through war, this particu- 
lar demagogic sophistry has become accepted 
fact. It is just as well not to know every- 
thing. 
terity the question of demagogic promises. 
Posterity has such a humiliating habit of over- 
ruling the judgments of the past that it is 

hardly worth the present’s while to 


It is just as well to leave to pos- 





humanity and the common people. = - 
It will be surprising news, we 
imagine, to quite a few of the 
Stand-Pat type of Republicans that 
they ever had any especial fond- 
ness for either of the abstract 
worthies mentioned by Mr. Tart. 
By no stretch of the imagination 
can we picture ALDRICH or ForRa- 
KER or GALLINGER Or any one of 
a number of other Stalwarts who 
might be mentioned buckling on 
any weighty armor to battle for 
humanity and the common people. 
It was because so many of the 
rank and file of the Republicans 
lost all patience with the party and 
abandoned all hope of its ever dis- 
covering either humanity or the 
common people that the Repub- 
lican Party carried exactly two 
States at the last election. ‘The 
battle of humanity and the com- 
mon people must be fought, as 
President Tart truly said, but the 
country got tired of waiting for the 
Republican cohorts to begin it. 
It is now a trifle late to buckle 
anything on. 
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Furtuer along in his speech the 

President declared that the 
people must be safe-guarded from 
“the sophistry of demagogic 
promises.” It might be suggested, 
however, that the accepted eco- 
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HARD TO KEEP THEIR FACES STRAIGHT. 


‘Tur REPUBLICAN OLD GuarD.— Humanity? Common People? 


but Bill gets off some funny cracks! 





—. get excited on the subject. 


” 


GOVERNOR WILson’s ideas on the 

subject of “service” are far 
too advanced for the average poli- 
ticians. ‘The old-time type still are 
dazed. ‘They pass their fingers 
across their eves and wonder what 
it all means, anyway. ‘The coming 
President of the United States 
declared that hereafter “the man 
who serves will be the man who 
profits.” ‘There was more to his 
ultimatum, but boiled down it 
amounted to this: Don’t expect to 
get something for nothing from the 
Government. What wonder the 
rank and file of politicians staggered 
and tottered? For what else has 
Government been but to provide 
something for nothing? Who buys 
at top price, and is therefore acinch 
tosell to? The Government. Who 
gives valuab!e natural rights away ? 
Who hands out privileges with a 
lavish hand? The Government. 
Service? In the sense that Mr. 
WILSON used it this is a new word 
in the bright lexicon of politics. 
The only service of which some 
office-holders are cognizant is that 
which they must render to the man 
or moneyed interest that got them 
their jobs. Tariff legislation for the 
past fifty years has offered a fine 
example of that kind of service. 
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ACCORDING TO MR. MORGAN. 


Commercial Credit, he Declares, is Based Upon Character, Not Upon Money or Property. 
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WALL SrrREET BANKER.—Beat it! I don’t care how many Govern- 
ment or railroad bonds you’ve got. I won’t advance you a cent 
on them! 


SAME BANKER.— My dear boy, don’t say a word, I beg of you. 
Suppose you have n’t any collateral, what of that? I'll back such as you 
for any amount! 


GUESSING THE DRAW. 
AT HAND, and one card draw, 
And one clear call from me; 
And may there be no riotous guffaw 
When | plank down to see! 


MAYBE. 
gg oe see President Taft is going up to Yale College. 
Gittis.—Yes. Isn’t it a shame the way athletics are running 
this country? I suppose after this year’s poor showing they want more 
_weight on the football team. 





JUST THE THING. 


GRAND V1zIER.— Your Majesty, the cream of our army has been 
whipped, and is now freezing. What would you advise? 
THE SULTAN.— Add a few cherries, and serve! 


PHARAOH—AN ILLUSION. 
0” by one go the illusions which have made childhood delightful and 


manhood tolerable. Some go by way of so-called progress in 

medicine ; some by scientific discovery ; but most of them fall under 
the baleful eyes of the archeologist, who straightway gives them their 
unconditional release. Now, for instance, there is Pharaoh, Either 
Pharaoh is, in the imagination, a 
dashing, black - haired, regal, 
manly monarch, driving his 
chariot along the Main Street 
of Thebes, bloody in war, 
voluptuous in peace, pos- 
sessor of personal graces 
and mental attributes— 
either Pharaoh is this, or 
he is nothing. 

Lackaday! He is, then, 
nothing. For those merciless 
men who pry into the secrets 
of antiquity have completed their 
examination of the mummies in 
the Cairo Museum, and have 
presented what they call “a 
Jairly accurate picture of Menpthah.” Menpthah was the great Pharaoh 
of Exodus. “Almost completely bald, five feet seven inches in height, 
somewhat corpulent.” Somewhat corpulent ! O indignity !- Why not say 
that this Pharaoh wasa little fat man, bald-headed and stumpy. Say that 
he had no fiery chariots. That he used to tuck a napkin between the folds 
of his double chin at table. That he was a frequenter of front rows at 
shows dedicated to the Tired Business Man. Say—say your worst! 

Say that this Pharach collected postage-stamps ; that he was twice 
arrested for evading the dog-lax 2 that he repeated at the polls , that he 
was discharged from the Pharaoh business for being late in the morning 
that he had to punch a time-clock ; that he could be bribed to vote the 
Progressive ticket. Say all these things. Say that he was on the 
“sucker list” of the Egvptian get-rich-quick corporations ; say that his 
nether linb was pulled by a chorus-girl—say, oh, say your worst. Gone 
is Pharaoh. “A somewhat corpulent old man.” Faugh ! 


x 


ven if the early bird catches the worm, he finds it a tremendously long wait 


until dinner-time. 
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Italian Opera for tbe Masses. 


F you want to know what it’s all about you will have to buy a libretto. You may be 

able to get a line on what the little tenor with a choice assortment of ‘‘ semetricals” 
is warbling about to a couple of hundred pounds of feminine loveliness in a soiled Mother 
Hubbard. You wil! never be able to dope it out for yourself. 

The following is what happens to a perfectly good Italian libretto done into an 
“ English Argument :”’ “ Verdi, the attractive Italian composer, has added new attractions 
to the tale of Forza del Destino by clothing it with his divine music, so much admired by 
our public.” (There’s a nice little thought to carry away with you!) 

Act I. Don Alvaro, a youth, becomes enamored among Donna Leonora, the daughter 
of the Marguis, who, notwithstanding the love for his daughter, besides is strongly oppo- 


site to any alliance but of the highest origin.” 
ness? 


Now do you see a light through this dark- 
‘““Whereupon no longer able to restrain his boiling blood upon Leonora arousing 
all her energies to flee him with, A/yara who in his turn burns with the fire of a lover's 
heart, in delay enters ...... Leonora terror-stricken feeling once again a desire to see 
her doting father rushes to her parent's feet who curses her with a dying breath."" And 
thys the first act ends. 

All jokes aside, if you want to hear grand opera well sung, and haven't the price 
for the Metropolitan, you want to journey down to the Teatro Garibaldi, Kast Fourth 
Street, some night, or to the People’s Theatre some Sunday. 
scenery, it is well worth the trip downtown. 


If you can forget the 
W. E. Hill. 


JOYS OF MEDIOCRITY. 


’m the Average Man. It’s great! 
You’ve often heard about 
me, but now you hear from 


of conduct is mine. 


other folks. 


given the circumstances. 
has heard about me and knows what consistency 


I don’t have to help support physicians, like 
When I get sick all I have to do 


long before they ever heard of campaigns. 
I’ve got more press-agents than anybody 
: else, and I don’t have to pay them a cent. 
Statisticians are my favorites, and your Uncle 
Samuel takes care of a lot of them for me. In 


Everybody, you see, 








me. Congratulations! 

I’m going to put you next 
to a good thing. Don’t 
believe it, eh? Well, just 
listen a moment! 

Guess I’d better tell you 
something about my- 
self, so you'll be 
convinced that I 
really know what 

I’m talking about. 

In the first place, financially speak- 
ing, my life isn’t pestered by that 
fickle one, Chance. The Average 
Man’s income is always just so 
much, you know. 

And I’m never in a quandary as to 
how to act on any occasion. Anybody can 
tell you what the Average Man would do, 















is to go to the public library and read what 
kind of diet, how many hours of sleep, etc., 
are proper for the Average Man. 

Wudroe, Teahar, Prian, and other Greatites 
can’t touch me when it comes to being well 
known. I was talked and written about 


Benwasrenaa 
, - so 


EVOLUTION OF THE TAXIMETER. 





fact, I’m the original privileged character. 
Well, almost before I’ve realized it—and 
before I’ve gotten through telling you about 
myself—I ’ve put you next to that good thing 
by showing you it is certainly worth while to 
be the Average Man. 
Now, don’t you begin to wonder why so 
many people have been advising you 
not to be the Average Man? Of 
course you do. 
There’s nothing in this world like 
being on the inside looking out. 
My friend, be the Average Man. 
Henry Hovious Rafferty. 


E who can honestly say that he 
doesn’t believe in luck must be in 
pretty easy circumstances. 











be man who has wisdom n 
is supposed to represent. 





ever tries to guess what an embroidery pattern 























THE BOOSTER OF SCIENCE. 


LEARNED PROFESSOR was sitting in his laboratory, gloomily 
watching a test-tube. Suddenly he threw it from him with 
an exclamation of mingled anger and sorrow. “No re- 
action!” he cried. “I’ve failed again!” 

There was a knock on the door. ‘he Learned Professor did not 
hear it at first, but as the knock became more and more peremptory, 
it prevailed over his bitter cogitation. ‘Come in!” he said. 

The door opened, and a big ruddy-faced man in a fur over- 
coat, silk hat, and polished shoes jaunted into the room. 

“ Ah, Professor,” said the man, “I see you have met with 
a setback. I judge by your disconsolate expression.” 

“I do not know you, my friend,” replied the Learned 
Professor, wearily, “but I have no objection to telling you that 
you guess shrewdly. A year’s work has practically gone for 
nothing. I have failed to discover the serum I have striven for.” 

The visitor, unasked, was already peeling the fur overcoat 
from his person. “Cheer up, old scout!” he said. “My 
arrival is opportune. I’m going to put you on your feet.” 

‘I do not wish to stand up,” replied the Professor. “I am tired.” 

“\What I mean,” said the other man, with 

a snicker, “is that I’m going to put 

you on the road to success. My card.” 
The Learned Professor took the card 

and read: 


i | 


WILLIAM SHOVER 


“* 





Booster of Science 


and then said, apologetically: “You 
must not be offended if I say I have 
not heard of you, Mr. Shover. I am 

almost a recluse. I hear of few things 
outside my work.” 

“No offense,” was the zeply. “Now, 
will you tell me what you have been 
trying to discover?” 

“The Philosopher’s Stone of the med- 

ical profession—‘a cancer cure,” said the 
Professor, his eyes gleaming. 

“Humph! That field 7s somewhat overworked,” commented Mr. 
Shover, ‘Let me see,” he added, taking some papers from his pocket, 
“I have fifteen—no, eighteen—men on my list working for the same 
thing. Let me explain my business: I am a booster of the sciences. 
I mean thereby that I am a high-class press-agent for scientific men. 
I can get columns and columns of free advertising for any scientist 
who wants it. And you know as well as I do that this is an age of 
publicity. You can’t get anywhere without it. Now, take that cancer 
cure of yours P 

“But I have n’t any cure. I just told you I had failed.” 

“That’s all right. If you had succeeded you would n’t need my 
services. You ought to know, Professor, that scientific men don’t 
wait, nowadays, until they have made discoveries. Don’t you read 
the newspapers?” The Professor shook his head. 

“You ought to. You'd see, almost every Sunday, some big article 
about a scientific discovery. I 
write most of them. You don’t 
have to discover anything; all 
you have to do is to try to dis- 
cover something. If you have 
a laboratory and a degree that 
is enough. I’ve had thousands 
and thousands of columns 
about tuberculosis cures, for 
instance. I get them from the 
experimenters half-baked, and 
I deliver them to the public 
done to a nice brown. Un- 
professional, you say? May- 
be. But it’s all the rage now. 
Cruel, you say, because it raises 
false hopes in those afflicted 
with the disease? Look at it 
the other way. It gives ’em 
something to live for. Faith, 
sir, faith! That’s the great 
thing!” 

“‘[ don’t understand,” said 


TIPPING HIS HAT. 
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FROM THE HEART HE SPOKE. 


THE INVENTOR.—That machine can do the work of ten men. 
VistToR.—Gee whiz! 


My wife ought to have married it! 


maybe, if you go on working, you might succeed. But my job is to 
boost you. I boost the sciences, also the scientists. Suppose I should 
write a nice little article like this: ‘Professor Seekum Discovers that 
Hot Air Does Not Rise.’ All the newspapers would take that, you 
know. One of the quickest ways to get publicity is to contradict 
some old theory.” 

* But hot air does rise,” said the Professor, seriously. 

“Maybe so. All the better, if it does. Everybody thinks it does 
But you come right out and say it doesn’t, and give a lot of reasons 
why it does n’t. That would be the bulliest kind of a newspaper story. 
You ’d be asked to do Sunday articles for the papers; the magazines 
would want a lot of stuff from you. You'd have money and fame in 
less than a year. You needn’t make this particular claim. You can 
take ‘Arsenic Is a Food, Not a Poison,’ or “Mankind Can Live With- 
out Air,’ or ‘Eating is Superfluous if You Drink Dubbswater.’” 

“‘ Dubbswater?” asked the Professor. 

“That’s a fake name. The idea is to circulate the story, and 
then begin to put up common water in bottles, labeled ‘ Dubbswater,’ 
and sell it by the carload. Good little scheme, eh?” 

“T don’t know,” said the Professor. “I don’t quite understand.” 

“Everybody ’s doing it,” said Mr. Shover. “Advertising pays. 
Now, here's another little stunt 
you could do, I’ve got in 
mind a fine article—oh, we 
could certainly make a killing 
with this one—entitled ‘ Ben- 
zoate is Good Eating if Not 
Adulterated with Foodstuffs.’ 
Every newspaper would use 
that. Now, Professor, just say 
two words and I’ll do the rest.” 
The Learned Professor looked 
sadly at the man. “ Very well,” 
he said, “I'll say two words.” 

“Yes?” said the elegant 
promoter, rubbing his hands. 

«The two words are ‘ Door’ 
and ‘Quick’,” continued the 
Professor, at the same time ris- 
ing and taking a cudgel from 
under the table. 

As Mr. Shover reluctantly 
departed he called back: 
“You'll die poor, all right!” 














the Professor, vacantly. 
“Perhaps not. But let me 
take you, for example. You have 


worked hard, and failed. Now, Rhino’s horn! 





AT THE JUNGLE PLAISANCE. 


THE MANAGER.—Here’s yer latest game o’ skill, gents! 


A good cigar every time you do it! 


And when the visitor had gone, 
the Learned Professor admitted to 
himself that such was likely to be 
the case. 


Ring the 


Freeman Tilden. 














THE CHRYSANTHEMUM’S CONQUEST. 


“ Tempora mutantur sed nos non mutamus in illis.”’ 
— New version of Titus Livius. 


PROLOGUE. 
THE Daisy: 


HAT change since 
the times 
When maidens 
would pluck 
My petals with rimes 
Foretelling their 
luck : 







“LT willlove him! J won't! 

Loves he me? Let us see: 
Love, Hope, and Despair ; — 
And Marriage! And there! 

Do | know him? / don't!” 


Thus, trying their luck 


3 With various rimes, 

PS My petals they ’d pluck 
at In the sweet olden times. 
ie, 4 ‘ QQ 

“9 


His devoirs would lay 
. At the feet of his lady in some stately hall. 
»  He’d woo her in song 
And he ’d woo her in dance, 
» With the tale of some wrong 
Done to death by his lance, 
Of his dangers and travels and accidents - all. 
He would tell how his sword 
Smote a ruftian horde 
And rescued some damsel from peril and shame ; 
How ber veil he had kist 
When in some stricken list 
All the tourney had echoed the sound of ber name. 
And then he would ask 
The reward for his task, 
For his victories, perils, and all that befell ; 
And the ladye would sigh 
As she gazed in his eye 
And smile as she whispered: “ The datstes will tell.” 


| When the knight, bold and gay, 
| 
4 


Thus mails would foretell 
With sweet, olden rimes 
Their luck as they ’d pluck the petals that fell 
From my heart, one by one, in the sweet, olden times 


Jo 


THE CHRYSANTHEMUM. 


[SCENE: A reception-room in 1913. A young man and a 
young woman are seated in a bay window, conversing. 
Chrysanthemums are banked around them. A single 
Daisy blossoms hy the window | 


SHE (laughing): 
What folly to talk of this thing any more; 
Go back to your brandy-and-soda, my friend; 
You know, since the crash, we are now very poor— 
And—there! 1 dismiss you! Let this be—the end! 


HE: 
Ya-as! I heard that your father had gone by the board, 
So to speak,— and I—aw !— | felt rather sore 
At the time, for | knew he could n't afford 
Now to keep up that nice little place by the shore. 


SHE : 
Il bere we met 2? Youremember the night we walked out, 
While the waves ——__ But I’m silly to think of such 


things ; 
You ’ve forgotten the place and the time, I've no doubt; 
And, pardon me, Jack (slightly hysterically )—let me, 
ah—hand you your rings! 


HE (accepting the box of rings, etc.): 
So you don’t want me, then, eh? Looks rather rough, 
Don’t you think, on a fellow to give him no show? 


he lowe of money is the root of ail ewil and, it may be added, of most of 


the politeness. 
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It’s true your dad’s failure was,—well, a bit tough, 
But where it affects me 1’m sure I don’t know. 


SHE (plucking a Chrysanthemum, tearing off the petals, 
and counting mechanically) : 


He loves me. I love him. 
I love him still. He will forget. 
My love is warm. His love is dim. 
llove him now. He loves me yet. 
(Rousing from ber reverie.) 
Oh! What were you saying? You didn’t know what? 
Oh, yes, |!remember! Of course, you are right; 
Why should it affect you? J’m sure it does not! 
And it’s proper to leave me,—(weeping) oh, quite 
proper—quite ! 


HE: 
Let the count you have made on the flower you hold 
* Stand for truth, little girl, and this moral embalm: 
That I love you, my love, for your heart of true gold; 
But as for your dad’s gold— Well, I don’t careadamn! 


SHE ( joyfully nestling on bis breast): 
Oh, Jack! Is it true? That you love me, then, still? 
Oh! I thought I would die, that my heart would just 
break ! 
And to think that my fortune was true! Oh, I will 
This ugly—no, pretty, sweet—flower forsake 


Not in life, since for love’s sake, its blossoms shall be 
The dearest of all floral treasures to me! 


se 


( The Datsy nods generously to the Chrysanthemums as the 
lovers leave the room, and sings softly :) 


The times may change, 
True love does not. 
(’T were more than strange 
Were love forgot.) 
I will confess 
That I was wrong. 
Love still can bless 
The petals’ song, 
And still can tell 
In whispered rimes 
All that befell 
In olden times. 
And this I know: 
While fashion’s sway, 
May come and go 
Each passing day, 
While all things take 
Their change by lot, 
I’m very sure 
True love does not! 
Churchill Johnston. 





INCOMPLETE. 


MaAmMA.— I don’t see you playing with that nice doll Grandma gave you for Christmas. 


EmMaA.— No. 
an aviation costume, or a smoking-robe! 


Its wardrobe was horribly incomplete. 


She did n't send a bathing-suit, 
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HIS SPECIALTY. 


h' came to the door 

Of my bakery store, 

And he asked for a job of me; 
“At making holes 


In doughnuts and rolls 
I’m especially good,” said he. 


te 
A FATAL QUESTION. 


“He old is your baby?” asked the unwary traveler of the young 
mother of her first, who was sitting in the seat just across the 
aisle of the car. 
“How old is he? Really, I have half a mind to make you guess! 
But then you could n’t do that if you tried. No one ever comes any- 
where near his age. They all guess him to be so much older than he is, 
because-he. is so much larger than most babies of his age, and does so 
many things babies of his age never do. In fact, my cousin has a little 
boy five months older than my baby and he weighs four pounds less than 
my baby and makes no attempt to do lots of things my baby has done 
ever since he went into his first short 
dresses. Indeed, he was so large 
that I put him into short dresses 
several weeks before most 
babies of that age leave 
off their long dresses, 
but then I wouldn't 
have kept him in long 
dresses much longer 
anyhow, for I think 
that short dresses 
allow a baby so much 
better chance to exer- 
cise his little legs and 
develop them, al- 
though really my 
baby’s legs don’t look 
as if they needed any 
development, now do 
they? My husband's 
cousin has a little boy 
three weeks older than 
our baby and both of 
my husband’s cousin’s 
baby’s legs put to- 
gether are hardly so 
large as our baby’s legs. 
I tell them that he has 
good understanding any- 
how. My sister has a little 
boy one month and three days 






AN OLDER CHILD. 


Mrs. Casrey.—And did Mrs. Rooney have older than our baby and vou 


her baby with her? 
Casey. — She had a &7d with her, but it 
must have been a year old! 


would think to see the two of 
them together that it was our 
baby who was that much the 
older of the two, and you would hardly believe to look at iim now that he 
weighed only four and three-quarters pounds when he was born, and my 
sister’s baby weighed nine anda quarter pounds when he was born, and now 
my baby is away ahead of. hers in size as well as in other things. But then 
I think that there is a great deal in the way a baby is raised. I have a 
near neighbor who has a baby two weeks older than mine, and I don’t 
wonder that he is so inferior to our baby in so many things. She feeds 
him every time he cries and always rocks. him to sleep, and never takes 
the temperature of his food nor pays any attention to the temperature of 
the room he sleeps in, Now, I never rock my baby to sleep—wever, and 
I keep both a temperature thermometer and a weather thermometer in our 
nursery, and 1 never think of such a thing as putting him in his bath 
until | have tested the temperature of the water, and my neighbor just 
dabs her hand into the water when she is bathing her baby, and never 
goes to mothers’ meetings nor does anything to find out how to rear her 
baby properly. I often say that- We had a caller the other evening 
who was perfectly amazed when we told him the baby’s exact age. He 
supposed that he was nearly twice as old as he was because of his size 
and intelligence. Such a difference in babies! Now, my husband’s sister 
has a sister-in-law who has a baby, and Do you get off here? I'll 
have baby wave you a good-by. Wave the nice gentleman by-by! 
See that? And I hardly touched his arm at all to help him! My hus- 
band’s cousin’s baby is six weeks and——— Good-by. Wave another 
good-by to the nice gentleman, baby. See that? 








Max Merryman. 





we are. 
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Oo” courage is that noble quality of mind which makes us forget how afraid 


OF KINGS. 


\ VE by one the divinities that hedge a king are being deftly removed. 


The time seems to be at hand when the only divine right of a king 


will be the unassailable right to go away to some quiet place and 
notselessly adie. The government of 
Bavaria is now making plans to per- 
mit King Otto to do that very thing. 
King Otto is not a bad sort of 
fellow, as kings go, but he has a 
serious defect. He,is crazy. Fora 
long time the people of Bavaria have 
been in the embarrassing position of 
having. to apologize for their ruler to 
strangers. It is certainly not pleasant 
to have to say continually : « Please 
dot mind the king , he’s a little bit 
cracked, poor fellow.” The least a 
subject has a right fo expect is that he 
shall not have to turn away the rosy 
check of shame when introducing his 
king to visitors. And when you have 
put in a lot of valuable time explaining 
to a beloved monarch that pink elephants 
are not really climbing trees, and that there is no 
poison in the créme de menthe, it must, after a while, become exasperating. 
So Otte, Mad Otto as they call him, is to be given leave to resign, 
fo adjourn sine adie, to place himself upon the table, to vamoese, skiddoo, 
beat tt, evanish, hit the main pike, and nevermore to come around to the 
cashiers office on pay-day. Already the constitutional lawyers are looking 
around for a soft legislative mat for Otto to fall on. There is still some 
talk, among the old folks, about the divine right of Otte. Such folks 
prefer straight royalty to sanity. There are others who say, with some 
reason, that a little crasiness is quite the fashion in the king business, as 
proved by history. But Otte will go. The big broom of democracy 
sweeps. clean. Some day it will push the Bavarian royal person right 
out the back door, where the garbage-man can collect him when he calls 


Sor the other rubbish. 


a 


fs wagon-tongue has nothing to say, but it gets there ahead of the 
rest of the outfit. 
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SNOW-BOUND. 
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THE SCARLET WOMAN 


She is here. Man is responsible for her. His laws agai 
You know this. You may wince at the idea @ tegulati 
vilest forms of graft? Of t™iFtils. m 
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Y WHOM SHALL SHE PAY? 
agai 
idea 
yf t 


her and her traffic but afford opportunity for police extortion. 
« 

tegulation,” but is not regulation preferable to the 

ils, must the greater be chosen? 
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IT HAPPENED. 


BELSHAZZAR (at the famous feast).—Well, that’s a nice surprise! The dinner committee has 


arranged to have some moving pictures! 


THE PARSON. 


E easy on the parson, he’s a much-mistreated 
man; the Hammer Club is.always quick to put 
him on the pan. If with a sanctimonious face 
he goes about the town, the knockers for a 
hypocrite are sure to write him down; while if 
with manner debonair he. greets old Deacon 
Smith, the deacon says he’s frivolous and 
fresh from bark to pith. What can the poor 
sky-pilot do? He’s got to please ’em all, and 
be all things to everyone, thé: pompous and 
the small; he’s got to lend a willing ear to 
twenty tales of woe from twenty doleful, tire- 

some bores whose jaws forever go. He starts the babies on their 

wav along this vale of tears; he christens ’em and kisses ’em and tweaks 
their little ears, and then he hears that Mrs. Brown has said /e said 
that hers “warn’t half so ’cute and pretty as that brat of Mrs. Burr's.” 

‘The Gospel that he preaches says a man needs work but six, and rest 

upon the seventh day; does Parson do it? Nix! He works twelve 

weary hours a day for seven days a week; the “tired business man,” 
compared witlhr him, is round and sleek. Of course his salary is big, 
more than he needs by half, to compensate for so much toil??? 

Excuse me—’t is to laugh! HW. P. Dowst. 








THE PEOPLE WIN! 


E liaee Governor of the Great State was addressing the Great Political 
Organization that had elected him. 2 


“J wish,” he said sadly, “I wish you would n’t make me do anvthing, 


really raw while I am in office. I’d sort of like to make a reputation. 
Yes, I do wish you’d leave me be.” 

‘The Bosses promised to think it over. 

This was considered a masterful triumph for the cause of Good 
Government. 


THREE HUNDRED YEARS> AFTER SHAKESPERE. 


‘A™ wiiere is Marian on her sixth birthday?” inquires the visitor. 
“Ah,” says the mother of the latter-day child, ‘t Marian is in the 
nursery completing the last act of her new play about the Underworld.” 
And Marian will get away with it, too—believe us. 
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A SURE SYMPTOM. 


THE Ape.—You are sure you love little Miss Armadillo? How 
do you know ? 
THE ELEPHANT.—Because I always feel so small in her presence. 


























ACK from a two-years’ trip around the world, 
Mr. Gotitt stopped in at his broker’s the other 
day to arrange about investing some of the income 
that had accumulated while he was 
away. ‘‘ Frankly, Mr. Stox,’’ he said, 
as soon as that worthy had made an 
end of telling him how glad he was to 
see him, ‘‘I have n’t kept the least track of things, 
and have n't any idea whether the market is up or 
down. But my old favorites—Steel and Union, and 
the other live ones, you know—I suppose they can 
still be bought by anyone who’s got the cash?” 

*““Well, now, about Union Pacific,’’ the broker 
began, ‘‘ you know, of course, Mr. Gotitt, that the 
Supreme Court has just ordered that merger to be 
broken up?” 

‘“You don’t mean it!’’ the one who had been 
away replied. ‘‘ Must have happened while I was 
on the water on the way back. So the Govern- 
ment has finally managed to break that up? Well, 
well! And now how about Steel? Surely they 
have n’t tried to do anything about that?’’ 

‘‘Oh, no, not much,”’ the broker replied drily. 
“Only a little suit brought by ‘the People of the 
United States’ to break the company up, that’s all.’’ 

‘You don’t tell me! Well, the Government 
seems to have beet pretty busy around here lately. 
Guess I’’11 have to let the speculative ones alone. 
How about New York Central?”’ 

‘‘Central? Why, man alive, don’t you know 
that if Union Pacific’s ownership of Southern 
Pacific can be made out a ‘combination in restraint 
of trade,’ Central and Pennsylvania and _half-a- 
dozen other big ones wiil be a cinch for the Gov- 
ernment’s lawyers?”’ 

‘*Certainly looks so. One other, then — New 
Haven. How about that?’’ 

‘‘New Haven? Ho! Ho! Ho! You certainly 
have been away. Why, only a couple of weeks 
ago they brought a criminal indictment against 
the New Haven’s president—the Grand Trunk's, 
too. Going to get them both behind the bars, they 
say. And of course you know about the Govern- 
ment’s investigation of the Money Trust and the 
Government suit that’s going to 
be brought against the Copper 
Trust—if they can find anyone or 
anything to indict?” 

Mr. Gotitt was on his feet, his 
hat in his hand. 

‘‘Where are you going?’’ the 
broker asked. 

‘*T don’t know where I’m go- 
ing,’’ the man of wealth grimly 
replied, ‘‘but what I do know is 
that I’m going to get out of here— 
before I get indicted myself for 
thinking of buying shares in these 
‘criminal conspiracies’ that you ’ve 
been telling me about!” 


N a day not long ago, when both 
the other partners were away, 


No good buy, 
80 he sai 
“Good Night." 





THE POLICE-DOG 








PREOCCUPIED. 


WIFE (at 2 A.M.)—Is it still snowing out, pet? 
Prer.—I really did n’ notish, my dear—I wash looking at the starsh. 





Explaining to his partners how it had happened, 
the young member of the firm pointed out how he 
had been alone that day and almost rushed to 
death. ‘“B came in here with this stuff,’’ he 
explained, ‘‘and wanted to borrow on it, and 
while I didn’t know much about the stock, I 
figured it would be all right and let him have the 
money right off the bat.’’ 

Over the face of the senior member came one of 
those whimsical smiles for which he is known all 
over the Street. ‘‘My dear boy,’’ he said, ‘‘ lend 
the firm’s money on copper stocks, or cocoa-nut 
beans, or pussy-cats’ furs, or anything you want to, 
but don’t—Oh, don’i—lend it on the spur of the 
moment !”’ . 





” 


“Cyn the great clock of time,’’ sang a wise man 
many hundred years ago, ‘‘the only hour 
worth considering is Now.”’ 
Perhaps if he had lived in this material age he 
would have put it something like this: 


LEARNS DISCRETION. 

















YESTERDAY—a dead account; killed by the Statute 
of Limitations. 

To-Morrow — An I. O. U. A promissory note 
which may or may not be paid. 

To-Day—Ready money, and waiting for invest- 
ment, Frankiin, 


USUALLY THE CASE. 
A” orator, my son, is a person who, having 
nothing to say, says it with orotund, cir- 
cumambuloquacious, flamboyant, overflowing, 
superexuberant redundancy. 


COULD “WORK” HIM. 


Pb: PREACHER.—Aren’t you afraid of your 
future in the next world ? 

THE Dyinc Man.—No, sir. 
If Satan is any kind of a fellow 
at all he must belong to one or 
more of the nineteen different 
lodges of which I am a member 
in good standing. 


HISTRIONIC SUCCESS. 
about 


“ Ow 
H started out to be an 


actor? Has he been success- 
ful on the stage?” 

“Well, 1 should say he has. 
Why, man, he’s turning the 
camera crank for one of the big- 


your son, who 








the junior member of the firm made 
quite a loan on some collateral that 
afterward turned out to be practi- 
cally worthless. 

















Ilf. 
‘“‘For the love of Mike!” 


‘It’ a great life, dorg—this bein’ 
cock o’ the walk!” 





‘*Come over on the other side of 
the street.” 


or git off the earth.” 








‘** Nobody don’t tell ws to move on 


gest moving-picture outfits in 
the country!” 
“ Fine!” 














kick yer head off!” 





‘‘Keep perfec’ly quiet or 








‘*Gee, that was a narrer escape! 
It’s Tough Mike, the saloonkeeper, 
an’ his bull pups!” 


1’ll 







































































The new All-Steel Limited, with every 
up-to-date appointment and conven- 
ience that brings Chicago within 
20 hours of Broadway, New York. 


The Pennsylvania Station, its New York 
terminus, is at Seventh Avenue and Thirty- 
second Street, in the heart of the hotel 
and shopping district of Manhattan. 





DAILY DAILY 
Lv. New York Lv. Chicago - - - - - 12.40P.M. 
Pennsylvania Station 2.45P.M. Ar. Baltimore - - - - 9.15A.M. 
Hudson Terminal - 2.45 i Ar. Washington - - - 10.25A.M. 
Lv. North Philadelphia- - 4.31P.M. 47 North Philadelphia - 754A. M. 
Lv. Washington - - - -3.10P.M. Ar. New York 
Lv. Baltimore _- - - - - 4.20 P. M. Hudson Terminal - 9.36 A. M. 
Ar. Chicago- - - - - - 9.45 A.M Pennsylvania Station 9.40 A. M. 


Also Through Sleeping Car Between Washington and Chicago 


The speed is not high 
because the line is short 


¥a) Pennsylvania Railroad i 














PHOTOGRAVURES 
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Puck Proofs Puck 


Copyright 1910 by Kerrier € ‘chwarmmann 








By Angus MacDonail. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


TIME, THREE A.M.—— ASLEEP AT LAST. 
Photogravure in Sepia, 11 x 8 in. 


This is but one example of the PUCK PROOFS. Send ten 
Gs. for Fifty-page Cotelogue of Reproductions in Miniature. 





Address PU CK, new York 


HERSELF ON THE Jos. 


He walked right in 

And kissed the cook! 
This man of sin, 
He walked right in, .... 
Nor cared a pin 

How it might look. 
He walked right in 

And kissed the cook! 


Ile turned the knob 
And walked right in, 
Home from his job. 

He turned the knob: 
She said: ‘‘ Now, Bob, 
Don’t you begin!” 

Ile turned the knob 
And walked right in. 


He kissed the cook, 
And had a right. 
Not as a crook - 
He kissed. ‘The cook 
They had forsook 
Their house last night. 
He kissed the'cook, 
And had a right. 


—Lvening Sun. 





The Man Who Put the 
EEsin FEET 


Look for This Trade-Mark Pic- 
ture on the Label when buying 


ALLEN’S FOOT=EASE 


The Antiseptic Powder for Ten- 

Trade-Mark. der, Aching Feet. Sold every- 
where, 25c. Sample FREE. Address, 

ALLEN S. OLMSTED, Le Koy, N. Y. 











HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32, 34 und 36 Bleecker Street nen " 
BRANCH WAREHOUSE: 20 Beekman Street, H New Yor«. 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 





d Mh! whe | Hl 
we man Co. Indianapolis. Ind, 











THE LATCH-STRING OF 
HEALTH. 

sTuDY of the use and effect of 

EVANS’ ALE tends to show 
that it may, in a literal sense, be 
considered one of those simple things 
which Nature puts at one’s hand to 
help smooth the working plans for 
man’s good health and provide the 
balance that makes life worth living. 
It carries a meal to its fulfilment with 
a full measure of after-satisfaction. 


Licgur CooKING. 

When the waiters struck in New 
York, seventy of the seventy-five cooks 
employed at the Waldorf-Astoria went 
out, says the Saturday Evening Post. 
This left the kitchen rather inade- 
quately manned, and the maitre d’ 
hétel hurried downstairs to see what 
could be done. 

He found one of the five faithful 
ones ready for business. 


“You will remain?” asked the 
maitre a’ hétel. 
“Ves.” 


“You will help us cook for our 
patrons?” 

“yes,” 

“What do you do? What sort of 
a cook are you?” 

“TI make the meringue!” he said 
proudly. 


Born MEMBERS. 

“When we are married,” said Belle, 
“T shall expect you to shave every 
morning. It’s one of the rules of the 
club I belong to that none of its 
members shall marry a man who won’t 
shave every morning.” 

“Qh, that’s all right,” replied Ben; 
“but what about the mornings I don’t 
get home in time? I belong to a club 
too.” —Lippincott's. 





























“THE MORNIN’S MORNIN’.” 


By Gerald Brenan. 


JN response to the many requests from our readers for copies of this famous poem, which 
appeared in PUCK several years ago, we have issued it as a Booklet, in large, readable 


type, with the original illustrations, at 


TEN CENTS PER COPY 
Admirers of ‘‘Shanahan’s Old Shebeen’’ 


copies in handy pocket form. For sale by all booksellers and news- 
dealers, or mailed postpaid on receipt of price. 


295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 


PUCK it 2 


will appreciate the opportunity to secure 


Address 
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bollinaris 


SPRING AT NEUENAHR, GERMANY, 


Under Protection of the Prussian Government 
because of its value to the Public. 
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POLICEMAN (in the background).—Now you've got ‘im! 
(Consternation of Jones, who is returning home peaceably from the theatre. ) 
—The Sketch 


Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bitters is made 
more delightful and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
2% cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore. Md. 














“THIS is the poem 


that you read in 
PUCK years ago and 
have been looking for 
ever since. We have 
now issued 


“WALK, 
—— YOU, 
WALK !” 
as a Booklet, in large, 
readable type, with the 


original illustrations, at 





Ten Cents per Copy. 











Admirers of this famous poem will appreciate the opportunity to secure copies in handy pocket form. 
For sale by all booksellers and newsdealers, or mailed postpaid on receipt of price. Address 


PUCK, : 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 


| From Bap To Worse. 


“What!” shrieked the visitor, in an indignant voice. “You're going to 
charge me five shillings for that poky little room I had last night? It’s absurd! 
It’s preposterous!” 

“Well, sir,” replied the landlady, “that’s our charge, and I cannot alter it.” 
The visitor nearly burst himself with wrath. 
| «“ Anyhow, | refuse to pay it,” he went on. “Especially as I didn’t get a 
| wink of sleep last night. 1 was walking up and down the whole time with a 
raging toothache.” 

‘The landlady smiled as only landladies can smile. 

“In that case, sir,” she said, “I must charge you an extra shilling for wear 
of the carpet.”— Answers. ° 
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RIPENED 
BY MATURITY, IN 
ABSOLUTE PURITY 
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P Sold at all Sovr-iane caiés 
< WM, LANAHAN & SUN: Baltimore, Md. 
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Laugh and Grow Fat ! 


Hear Ye! 
Hear Ye! 


NOW is the accepted time 
To SUBSCRIBE FOR 


Bue 


The Foremost Humorous Weekly 
of America 











As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 





@ It is attractive pictorially, because its artifis are among the bea. 

@ It is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive. 

@ | is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political hiftory of the times. 

@ It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 
supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 


Published Every Wednesday. $5.00 Yearly. 


10c. per Copy. 


if your newsdealer does n't handle 
PUCK, ask him to order 
it for you. 


Enclosed find ten cents for which send 
me ree package of sample copies of 


v 
¢ 


Tell Your Newsdealer : 


Ory \e > PEE pact csusecocteneses Sebcbsiasbennedes 
Cc MEBOGIB 6. 600:0:600060000060000000000000006060 




















NEXT WEEK. 

























































At first-class Wine Merchants, 
Grocers, Hotels, Cafes. 
Ratjer & Co., 45 Broadway, 

New York, N. Y., 
Sole Agents 
for United States. 

















‘*PRESENT ARMS!” —Fliegende Blatter. | Pittsburgh, Pa. 


Every iover of a good cocktail should insist that Ab- 
bott’s Biccers be used in making it; insures your getting 
the very best. CC. W. Abbott & Uo., Baitimore, Md. 


Same OLD FEET. 


shown to the stout customer, and still 
he was n’t suited. 

Producing the eightieth, the shop 
assistant said blandly: 

“Now, here’s a pair which | think 
will suit you to perfection.” 

The customer eyed them closely, 
and then said: 

“No, I don’t like them. ‘They are 
too narrow and pointed in the toes.” 

“But, sir,” said the assistant, in a 
last desperate effort, “everybody is 
wearing these long, narrow, pointed 
toes this season,” 

“Maybe,” said the stout man, 
quietly, “but I’m still wearing my last 
season’s feet.” — Answers. 





Seventy-nine pairs of shoes had been 





















jie, Aged in charred 
wood, bottled in bond. 
Rare flavor, exquis- 
ite bouquet. The aristo- 





Give it the final touch of elegance 
—prove a claim to connoisseur- 
ship in wines, (devoid of the poor 
snobbery of money waste with- 
out gaining in quality) ,by serving 


@) hampagme 
Purest of the pure, bubbling over with 
life, fragrant of the essence of the grape, 


rich with deliciousness, mellow with age. 


Its price is less than foreign champagnes in just the 
sum that they must pay in duty and ocean freight. 


Cook's makes a banquet of a mere meal. 10 
American Wine Co. 








nner 





St. Louis, Mo. 








~ A terde | | crat of whiskies. 
icine vale A. Overholt & Co. 











Puttine It Orr. 
Briccs.— Everybody should lay up 
something for a rainy day. 
| Griccs.—‘True, but too many wait 
until it begins to sprinkle before start- 
ing to do so.— Boston Transcrift. 





Copyright 1912 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 





PUCK PROOFS 


Copyright 1912 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. Copyright 1912 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 























HAND PAINTED. By i 


Proof in Colors, 14 x 12 in. 


Address PUCK, 





PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. — 


BUILT FOR SPEED —1912 MODEL. 

2 , By W. E. Hill. 

£2. Hill. > . k i 

Proof in Colors, 12x 14 In. PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. Proof in Carbon Black, 8 x rr in 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


These are but three examples of the PUCK PROOFS. 
Send Ten Cents for Fifty-page Catalogue of Reproductions in Miniature. 








ee 3 3 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 





THE OPTIC NERVE. By W. E. Hill, 
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‘Mix the best cocktail you know 
how —test it side by side with a 


Club Cocktail 


No matter how good a Cocktail 
you make you will notice a smooth- 
ness and mellowness in the Club 
Cocktail that your own lacks. 
Club Cocktails after accurate 
blending of choice liquors obtain 
their delicious flavor and delicate 
aroma by ageing in wood before 
bottling. A new cocktail can 
never have the flavor of an aged 
cocktail. 


Manhattan, Martini and other 
standard blends, bottled, ready 
to serve through cracked ice. 


Refuse Substitutes 
AT ALL DEALERS 
. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props. 
at | New York London 


















"RE OFF. 


THEY 


The card club’s started up again. 
Once more they pay their dues 
To battle now with might and main 
For stuff they never use. 
Once more these sixteen ladies get 
Into a verbal scrap, 
And some of them go home to bet 
That she who scooped the prize — \nnette— 
Kept three trumps in her lap. 


The card club meets at two o'clock. 
Once more the chatter starts, 
Once more their neighbors now they knock 
While dealing spades and hearts. | 
Once more the cut-glass war begins, 
And when they homeward go 
Once more we'll see their wagging chins 
As they discuss the dame who wins 
Three prizes in a row.—LZvening Sun. | 


ONE woman’s husband is_ often 
another woman’s ne Tatler. 


SONG POEMS “2%"=° 


We pay hundreds ! 
of dollars a year 
to successful song writers. Send us YoUR WORK to-day, 
with or without music. Acce ptance guaranteed, if avail- 
able. Large book FREE | 


DUGDALE COMPANY, ” Dept 20, Washington, D. C. | 


THE 





TEST FOR YOURSELF 


Urter IGNORANCE. 

A noted Kansas City character was 
clinging to a lamppost one Sunday 
morning when a stranger came along 
and addressed him. 

“Sir,” inquired the stranger, “can 
you tell me where the Second Presby- 
terian Church is?” 

“* Mister,” answered the weary one, 
“JT don’t even know where the First 


Presbyterian Church is!” — Saturday 
Evening Post. 
OnE Too Many. 


“Percy,” said Harold, .“*I wish to 
ask you a question of etiquette: If 1 
take a young lady to a good theatre, 
and take her afterward to a restaurant 
for supper, and then bring her home in 
a carriage, should I, on leaving her, 
kiss her?” 

“No, Harold,’ Percy firmly ; 
“you've already quite enough 
for her!”"—Saturday Evening Post. 


$92.50—Our Price 
for Next 30 Days! 


We now offer the Edwards “ Steeleote’’ Garage 
~- Model), direct whee factory, for $92.50. Butto 
protect ourselves from advancing prices of steel, we set 
a time limit upon the offer. We guarantee this record 
price for 30 days only. Just now we can save you $35 or 
more. 


Edwards Fireproof GARAGE 
Quickly Set Up Any Place 


An artistic, tireproof steel structure for private use. 
Gives absolute protection from sneak thieves joy riders, 
fire, lightning, accidents, carelessness, etc. Saves $20 to 
$30 monthly in garage rent. Saves time, work, worry and 
trouble, Comes ready to setup. All parts cut and fitted. 
Simple, complete directions furnished. Absolutely rust- 
proof. Joints and seams permanently tight. Practically 
indestructible. Locks securely. Ample room for largest 
car and all equipment. Made by one of the largest makers of 
portable fireproof buildings Prompt. safe delivery and satis 
faction guaranteed. Postal sent today brings new 56-page illus- 
trated Garage Book fy return marti, 


THE EDWARDS MANUFACTURING CO. 
640-690 Eggleston Ave. incinnati, Ohio 


said 
done 





“PLEASE may I kiss your hand, 
Miss Frances?” 

“T ‘suppose so, but it would be 
easier for me to raise my veil than to 
take off my glove.”—Zovwn Topics. 


DANGER. 


‘But I doctor myself by the aid of medical books.” 
‘*Yes, and some fine day you’ll die of a misprint! ”’ 


GREAT BEAR SPRING 
“Its Purity Has Made It 


—London Opinion. 


WATER. 
Famous.” 


50c, per case of 6 glass stoppered botties, ’ 








TH ere FSOOR WHIsk EY = 
=' = 
To arrive at the top in any department of o1e 
commercial effort one must produce, offer and do bet- / ROOK 
ter than has been produced, offered or done before. UNNYB S 
Fifty years ago we determined that Sunny Brook HISKEY 


eet BOTTLED BOND -—— 


OU S cove mmm wt em (TURD 
THE Sumy BROOK YSTHLERT CO 


SOF eam Coury, Ki sree, ES 
Sunny Brook reached the top because it 


surpassed all others in mellow flavor, exquisite bou- 


quet and fonmre properties. The friends Sunny Brook made fifty years ago because 
of its high quality and purity are still its friends, and all over this broad land a ms ajority 
of the discriminating public demands Sunny Brook and absolutely refuses substitutes 
of any kind. Sunny Brook is a real honest, straight Kentucky Whiskey and is 
bottled inbond. Every bottle is filled and then sealed with the “Green Sts amp,’ under 
the direct supervision of U.S Inspectors. If you want to know you are getting the 
best always ask tor Sunny Brook—The Pure Food Whiskey. READ THE LABEL. 


‘The Inspector Is Back of Every Bottle” 


must be the finest whiskey distilled and aged in Old 
Kentucky, and we have never deviated from this 
policy. Today we are known as ¢he largest distillers 
of fine old whiskies in the world. 
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again this evening, 


“Ou, papa,” she said, with a blush, Chestnut, 
many coal mines in the Midlands, is coming 
wants to see you on some Important business. 
“ All right, my dear,” responded the old man, chacking 
the chin. “I know what the young man wants.” 
That evening Mr. Chestnut came to the point at once. 
“Mr. Hendricks,” he said boldly, “I want to ask you if you have laid in 


your winter stock of coal?”—JZ/eas. 
y 


“voung 
and he 


” 


her playfully under 


Luci_te.—Oh, you can win Marie’s heart easily enough. 
do is to give her all the money waits. 
JuLtes.—And do you call that easy ?—Ze 


All you want to 
she 


Ri e. 


who owns so 
says he 





“Ohips of Sunshine 


fq Because they take you over smiling 

i. seas to the lands of sunshine and cheery skies, 
known the world over as the “American Medi- 
terranean,” including Porto Rico, Bahamas, Cuba, 
Mexico, Florida, Texas and Santo Domingo. You 


can choose no better route than these splendid big 


steamers of the AGWI Lines. 
Write us today and let us plan your trip. Address: 


Clyde Line CianitstoNwdiatx: Porto Rico Line Yovee7 Siar 
SONVILLE with connections for all Nerina for SAN JUAN direct. Send for booklet and in- 
Southern resorts. ““The way South.” formation about sailings, rates, etc. 

From Pier 36, North River, New York. General Offices: 11 Broadway, New York. 


Mallory Line I Fa points Ward Line J78AHAMAS (NASSAU), 


GALVES fo KEY WEST, PINES, CUBA, MEXICO and YUCATAN, 
TANiPA ST. PETERSBURG MOBILE. 


with rail connections to all i important interior cities. 
From Pier 45, North River, New York. General Offices: Pier 14, East River, N.Y. 


— PASSENGER OFFICES 


BOSTON—192 Washington Stre CHICAGO—444 Com. Nat. Bank Bldg. 
PHILADELPHIA—701 Chognet Street NEW YORK-—290 Broadway 











no improvement on you. 


“ ARE you troubled with insomnia—sleeplessness ?” 
“TI should say I am. Some nights I don’t sleep three hours.” 


“That so? I’ve got it awfully bad. I’ve been afflicted now about two 
years. The doctor calls it neuris insomnis paralaxitis.” 
“T’ve had it about eighteen months. and we call it Ethel."—Ovcean View 


r idette. 


“You have changed little since I last saw you,” the ex-husband remarked. 


“Only twice,” she replied, “and I’m frank to say, George, that they were 
”_. Town 70 ics, 














H, poor old Robinson Crusoe 
Was lucky enough after all. 


If he wanted to hunt, he could do so 
Without a new license each fall. 


If he wanted to rest, why, he rested— 
No boss called him down good and hard 
If he wanted to work, none protested 
Because he had no union card. 


There was no one to put him in durance 
For his wife’s alimony unpaid; 

There was no one to talk life-insurance 
Or to tax the poor shanty he’d made. 


There was no one to make him keep tidy 
And shave and dress up every day; 

There was no one to stir up Man Friday 
To strike for less work and more pay. 


No doctor with ether could fill him 
And cut out his fav rite insides; 

There were n't ’steen methods to kill him— 
Trains, trolleys, airships, or joy-rides. 


None asked for his vote, lucky fellow! 
No phonograph robbed him of rest; 
None borrowed his home-made umbrella 

That his picturés all show he possessed. 


She-gossip nor he-busybody 
Could hint he was apt to get “stewed;” 
None filled his “ wool”’ suit full of shoddy 
Or put benzoate in his food. 


There was no one to kick at the weather 
And make him feel he was to blame 
So, take the whole thing altogether, 
Rob Crusoe was lucky, I claim! 
Walter G. Doty. 














